





I stood at the edge of the camp, watching as the people milled about their business. I felt out of place and uncomfortable, like I was intruding on something I shouldn't be. It was clear that they weren't hostile, but I still couldn't help but to feel like I didn't belong.



I heard a voice behind me, "You must be the prophesied one." I turned to see an older woman walking towards me. "I am Callia's grandmother. She has told me so much about you."



I was taken aback. I hadn't expected to be recognized so easily. "Callia has told you about me?"



"Yes, she has been very excited to meet you. She said you are going to save us all." The older woman's eyes twinkled with amusement.



I felt my face flush with embarrassment. "I, um, I don't know about that."



The woman chuckled. "Yes, well, we shall see. For now, come, let me show you around."



I followed the woman as she showed me around the camp. There were tents of all sizes and people of all ages going about their day. I saw Callia off in the distance and waved, but she was too busy talking to a group of people to notice me.



As the sun began to set, the older woman led me to a tent and motioned for me to enter. "This will be your home while you are here."



I stepped inside and looked around. The tent was simple, but comfortable. There was a bed in the corner and a small table with a few chairs. A few personal items were strewn about, but other than that, it was sparse.



I turned to the older woman. "Thank you. This is very generous of you."



She smiled. "Think nothing of it. We are happy to have you here."